"Ha/' Sosthenes said, "you are Comito's sister. What
a mime. Marvellous."

Sotion at the coming-in of Theodora had watched her
eagerly; he had sighed for that dark-eyed beauty years
before, when he had been an art student following the
theatre.

"I remember you," Sosthenes said. "You used to do a
marvellous little dance between the verses of a song. The
song was nothing, but the dance was something to re-
member. Where did you get the dance?"

"Oh, there were many dances," Theodora said.
"Comito was always finding someone to teach me a
novelty."

"The song was called 'Tiddley-om-pom-pom7,"
Sotion said.

" 'High, boys, ho, boys,
Tiddley-om-pom-pom'.

IVe got a drawing of you doing it."

"The song could be bettered," Sosthenes said, "but the
dance was adorable."

"Nothing that she ever did could be bettered," Mace-
donia said. "Come, now; we must change and warm up;
time's passing."

Sosthenes called out: "Fll come round in half an hour
to take you in front. You mustn't miss this show; we
shan't be doing the Psyche to-morrow, when we close".

After the warming-up, Theodora borrowed a very
beautiful wrap, so that she might sit in front, during the
performance. The coming-back to the theatre had been
strangely delightful She had not liked the theatre world
when she had been of it; yet now the easy comradeship
of people who, besides being good artists, were what the
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